


Over 31 years ago I met a Vietnamese woman named Kim. She was a child and I 
was a soldier during the Vietnam War. She is a lovely woman who decorates her world 
instead of waiting for someone else to send flowers. When America abandoned that 
country after making one hell of a mess of things leaving it to our victims to clean up and 
suffer she was an abandoned 16-year-old girl with a bastard son sired by an American 
soldier. He abandoned she and child as did America during the Fall of Saigon leaving 
them to Khmer Rouge communist occupation. Being mother to a half-breed American 
Vietnamese child was certain death to both in the communists obsession ridding that 
country of all American influences. She for collaborating with American enemy and the 
child for being born half American in wrong place and era. The world is a very unfair 
place especially during War. First thing Pol Pot communists did after occupation was 
empty out orphanages of abandoned half-breed children and butchered them on the spot; 
crippled kids and infants never left their cribs. Communist forces slaughtered them on 
the spot either with rifle butts or machetes. Bullets were too valuable. Older kids were 
marched to the killing fields for disposal being tortured beyond imagination. Many were 
murdered on the way terrorizing the rest to cooperate; their dismembered bodies lay to rot 
and for scavengers to feed upon. Such was communist hatred to erase all American 


influence from occupied Vietnam. Mothers of half-breed kids were killed on simple 
accusation by those seeking to gain communist favor and to save their cowardly skins.. 
Mother’s often abandoned their kids and ran away in self-preservation. For anyone who 
judges such things sitting in secure comfort ask what would you do under similar 
circumstances facing a fate worse than death at enemy hands where courage and 
cowardice as Sophie’s choice are one. At 16 Kim with an infant traveled overland by 
foot through a mined, booby-trapped communist occupied jungle seeking asylum in 
Thailand refugee camps. Those squalors were beyond horrible. Filth, diseases such as 
cholera, dysentery, and worse killed hundreds daily while state officials processed ever- 
growing inflows of refugees fleeing post war Vietnam. Those losses added to the 
hundreds more lost each day of boat people refugees fleeing War torn Vietnam by sea 
hoping that American Navy vessels saved them in international waters. Refugees subject 
to daily shark and pirate attacks, death from exposure and starvation, diseases and worse 
riding in overcrowded, makeshift rafts and leaky non-seaworthy watercraft. America 
made one hell of a mess then abandoned their victims to suffer and die cleaning it up; 
again decades later the country repeats and relives history abandoning Afghanistan as 
Vietnam revisited. Well America that is another fine mess you made, will you never 
learn? Will this country never learn to stop getting its ass kicked and name taken killing 
our kids fighting stupid wars? We betrayed Vietnam; here at home the country continues 
betraying its troops forced to do the nations dirty work. 100 abandoned veterans die by 
suicide daily from not getting needed care to heal from US govt, America or from 
agencies such as VA. Only America and VA can sink so low in sewer filth profiteering 
from veteran suicide and suffering. Different era, wars, faces, same old consequences as 
before. At 16, most pampered US girls are dating, dancing at school functions, attending 
proms or humping in the back seat of a car earning her degree majoring as the next 
generation of a single mother household. At 16, Kim was escaping from tyranny saving 
her life and the life of her infant son traveling by foot through communist occupied, 
mined, booby trapped jungles to another country seeking asylum, which only began her 
lifetime battle. Traveling with a group of similar mothers and infants the journey was 
slow. Constantly on the watch for enemy soldiers and booby traps slowed them more. 
Two casualties made her journey much worse. Tired, hungry and scared; carelessly one 
girl and her infant fell into a punji trap, which is a camouflaged pit filled with poisoned 
sharpened stakes pointing up. Her baby died immediately impaled by a punji stake 
through its body and heart. The mother suffered serious wounds that killed her a day 
later from weakness, infection, blood loss and grief over losing her baby. This terrified 
the group all the more and slowed them considerably from probing not only for mines but 
now punji traps on their path.. Once over the Thai boundary, border guards herded them 
as human cattle into overcrowded refugee pens, which were nothing but barbed wire 
enclosed, open air cages without water, food or basic sanitation. Thousands of refugees 
imprisoned in these barbed wire pens awaited processing. Only a slight improvement 
over occupied jungles. The weak, sick, children and infants sickened to die first. Nice 
going America leaving your mess for the Thai’s to clean up. Kim and her infant 
managed to survive out of the pens to eventually migrate to USA where an American 
family sponsored her and the baby. Unbelievably, America does have a few good people. 
I met Kim while the boy was young. However the mold had set early and the damage 
was done. I could never fill in the missing piece of his life as a surrogate father. Kim is 


one tough, strong woman. She has been through a lot. In contrast to she, American 
women are small change pikers and know nothing about strength. Bitch ladies! Over 
three decades I got to know her well but Kim’s demons still surprise me. Up until his 
death so did my dad’s; I do my best to support her. Thank you dad and mom for teaching 
how. 


I am a veteran and sometime use VA facilities. She often goes there with me on a 
mission. First thing Kim does is searching every veteran face in the waiting rooms 
looking for her son’s father. Then she wanders the aisles and waiting rooms searching 
more. She has a message for the boy’s father: ‘your son worked self to death at 45 
providing his wife and children the ever illusive American dream. He missed you 
very much growing up alone.’ Perchance, that is every mother’s lament to America 
that abandoned her sons to Vietnam. 69,000 died in that war; over 7 times that 
number have since died by suicide from not getting needed care to heal from 
America and VA. Should Kim ever find that missing father her mission is complete; she 
will have healed her wounds from that war. Miracles do happen. She holds up well 
fighting her demons. When darkness descends and she finally snaps Kim erupts like a W. 
Texas Thunder storm. One can see it building up. That same storm overcame my dad 
when his darkness came to fetch him. She has an interesting habit during storm build up 
of mini rants in mixed English & Vietnamese word salads. She is the type to vent 
outward; she tears up shit. My dad was like that too. When I visit and her cat is hiding 
behind the couch or if outside and will not come to me and go inside that is bad news. 
Mostly she blows a fuse during my visit, mostly. I am sanctuary to her. Something sets 
her off, just like my dad. When she starts a rage the cat and I exit outdoors. If she is in 
the kitchen with a knife, I grab a pillow then cat and I exit outside or I go home until she 
cools off. I do not think she would intentionally hurt me; when someone fights inner 
demons all that person sees are monsters; not kids, not spouse, friends, only all 
consuming darkness. Mom and I dealt with that in my dad, too; he did not see us only his 
monsters. He and Kim never recall their blinding rages. Mom and I never forgot them or 
the brutal, bloody consequences. She loved dad dearly and both are buried together. 
Veteran spouses are the strongest people alive. She and I as collateral damages sure put 
up with some hairy shit out of dad & his War. As a family we could have used some help 
from VA in healing him. Out of misunderstanding, I hated the man for his brutality until 
a friend said something that caused my ah-ha light to blink full on. He said, ‘did you ever 
think that your dad did not know what he was doing after all he had been through?’ 
Bingo! Wisdom! That odd twist of fate in misunderstanding about my dad taught me how 
to be patient with Kim when she is undergoing the same demons of her War. America 
abandoned dad as it does the thousands of vets who suicide yearly losing the war to their 
demons. Dad & mom taught me how to understand people like Kim well before I ever 
met her. The wisdom behind knowing why she behaves as she does. Kim, and my war 
damaged, ranting, dad both trigger off into similar rages. Upon receiving news that 
another of the men he served with died by suicide, dad lapsed into a depression. It built 
up over weeks, like Kim’s thunderstorm, until something triggered it into raging 
violence beyond words to describe. Like most vets then and now VA did not help him 
heal, and that is why 8000-12000 and growing in number veterans die by suicide in this 
country every year. Out of misunderstanding I hated the man for his brutality until after 


his death until a friend said something that caused my ah-ha light to blink full on. He 
said, ‘did you ever think the man did not know what he was doing after all he had been 
through?’ Bingo! Wisdom! That odd twist of fate in misunderstanding about my dad 
taught me how to be patient with Kim when she is undergoing the demons of her War. 
We are opposites. When facing my fiends I withdraw into self-destructive, suicidal 
depression while she and dad vent outside tearing up shit. 


She and I are a duality. We came together from opposing sides of the world as 
common elements to help each other heal. Like my dad, knowing what Kim went 


through and what makes her behave as she does is my guiding wisdom.. That is the key 
to our endearing friendship; in sickness we walk hand-in-hand through the same 
darkness; should that bond ever break we will both die in our darkness. 


Good therapists know never, ever, to force healing. VERY BAD IDEA. Kim’s 
PCP sent her to a free mental health clinic. VA does that offloading high liability 
suicidal patients. Some free clinics are okay. However, most are staffed by overworked, 
strung out, underpaid therapists, inexperienced med school residents, volunteers and such 
on verge of overload or recidivism into addictions from psychological transference in 
being unable to ground out other people’s pain. When I went to a free clinic I saw a lady 
therapist who was a recovering alcoholic on verge of falling off the wagon. She spent 
more time talking to me about her problems than listening to mine. She was that far 
gone. In parting, I said maybe a change would do you good; get out of here for a while, 
perhaps? Healing, always, is reciprocal. Empath’s burn out quickly. We can’t dump 
other people’s pain from psychological transference, which is an occupational hazard in 
the medical industry. She was an empath. I left free clinic therapy after that, and I hope 
she got better. First free clinic therapist visit Kim got a cocky, stuffed shirt, fresh out of 
school psychologist — they are not real doctors just ask their mothers - he made a 
serious mistake of cutting corners bypassing building a doctor / patient relationship of 
trust and patience with his charge. He provoked her to relive wounds she was unprepared 
to suffer. Near as I can understand from surveying the wreckage, she snapped and came 
across his desk like Moses parted the red sea cleaning all articles off onto the floor to get 
him while screaming in Vietnamese every obscenity known to that language. I think her 
‘obscenity cloud’ hovering over the metroplex still causes an air pollution alert 
‘condition orange. The commotion brought in another councilor who pulled her off 
him. She bolted out the door like a Vietnamese screaming rhinoceros and managed to 
safely come home. That clown psychologist is at fault but it is Kim who is barred from 
returning to that clinic anymore; not that I think anything in this world would convince 
her to ever return! VA is just like that, too. We veterans pay for damages that these 
same type of providers cause. Her PCP instead of that free clinic now issues chill pill 
meds that keep Kim somewhat stable. They do help, somewhat. After that free clinic 
finished with her, the woman was an inconsolable wreck for over a month. I could not do 
a thing with her except walk on eggshells and broken glass, stay present and keep loose 
objects out of her reach. When raging she impulsively throws things. Kim jabbered 
incomprehensible mixed Vietnamese and English word salads for weeks until she calmed 
down. Those damned pills sure took their sweet time almost 3 weeks before taking 
effect. I bet that arrogant, stuffed shirt psychologist does not try that again!! What do 


you expect, psychologists are not real doctors just ask their mothers. I have been 
friends with her over 31 turbulent years and still know but little existing in her dark 


world. It is very messy in there. After we butt heads and part some force of destiny 
always reunites us. I often hear a word ‘soul mate’ these days; perchance that is our 
relationship? It required over 31 turbulent years of patience learning so little about her 
and this arrogant whiz kid with a piece of paper tacked on his office wall thinks he will 
do it in an hour? I have little faith in modern MHC that renown Dr. Gabor Mate sums up 
is this phenomenal statement. 


Dr. Gabor Mate: The modern model of psychoanalysis that does not work 
and why: treating at a disease not the person. 


Serena is a 30-year-old native woman and addict. What can you tell me, an 
important doctor, that I have not heard before? Later after hearing her out, I am 
humbled. Serena comes in for regular methadone treatments and occasionally 
attempts to scam me for a narcotic prescription. For her getting caught at this is 
nothing more than being found out in a game of hide and seek; nothing personal, 
it's all part of the game down here in the ghetto. Serena shares little about her 


inner self, personal pain or her past. She has spent over half of her life down 


here wired on drugs to numb her pain. Pain begets pain. To a depressed person 
everything is hopeless, pointless. That is what it means to be depressed. “And 
here is where Iam humbled. I am humbled by my feebleness in helping this 
person. Humbled that I am an arrogant, 'white robed' MD [with a savior complex], 
had the arrogance to believe I had seen and heard it all. You can never see and 
hear it all because, for all their sordid similarities, each story in the Downtown 
East-side ghetto unfolded in the particular existence of a unique human being. 
Each one needs to be heard, witnessed, and acknowledged anew, every time it is 
told. And I’m especially humbled because I dared to imagine that Serena was less 
than the complex and luminous person that she is. Who am I to judge her 
desperate belief that only through drugs will she find respite from her torments? 
Spiritual teachings of all traditions enjoin us to see the divine in each other. 
Namaste, the Sanskrit holy greeting, means, “The divine in me salutes the divine 
in you.” The divine? It is so hard for us to see the human who is worthy of 


respect. What have I, a self-important doctor, to offer this young Native woman 
whose three decades of life bear the compressed torment of generations? An 
antidepressant capsule every morning, dispensed with her methadone, and half an 
hour of my time once or twice a month. fand now that model includes a crisis 
hotline phone number that she will not use. Never is it about an addiction but 


always about the pain driving it. |” I am humbled. 
Dr. Gabor Maté 








Kim and I suffer common wounds from another senseless US War. We came together 
from opposite ends of the world joining hands on our healing journey. 





